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had a young son. His name was Narasimha. In
the year in which Tipu succeeded his father and
openly assumed royal insignia, as his father
had never done, his fervid love of his religion
made its appearance in everything. In Sreeran-
gapatam itself his men converted a number of
helpless people, Tipu, it is said, liked this, but
used to say for outward show that the subjects
of the state should not be compelled in this
matter. If some one broughtxa complaint of
force having been used, he would, it is said, make
a pretence of holding an enquiry and come to the
conclusion that the change of religion had been
voluntary, and say that there was nothing- more to
be done. The brahmin woman in the service of
the palace, whom I have mentioned, was employed
about the worship room. It was the business of
her household to produce enough leaves of the
basil plant for worship each day. One day in the
first year of Tipu's reign, Narasimha's mother
gave the boy something to eat in the morning
and sent him for bringing the leaves. The boy
left for the garden. It was rather later than usual
Those who had gone earlier had by that time
returned to their homes. The boy was therefore
alone in the garden picking the leaves. It would
that some four rowdies of the king's guard